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Cecil Smith “practically “grew up” with
horses; and he’s as sure-seated on a
pony as he is a sure shot with his mallet.

EXPERIENCE

He’s one of
America’s polo
“greats ’—Texasborn Cecil Smith.
Veteran of many
a famous international maich.

>

Ss.

EXPERIENCE IS
THE BEST TEACHER

IN POLO...AND
IN CIGARETTES!
CAMELS SUIT ME
BEST!

- FAMOU
INTERNATIONAL
POLO STAR

More people are smoking CAMELS today than ever before in history!
Yes, experience during the war shortage taught millions
the differences in cigarette quality.
ET

POLO STAR Cecil Smith tell
you in his own words: ““That cigarette shortage was a real experience.
That’s when I learned how much I
really appreciated Camels!”
Yes, a lot of smokers found themselves comparing brands during that

MAYBE
you're in
this
picture;
but
even if you're not
you’li remember
the cigarette shortage. You took any

brand

you

could

get.. That's
when
millions discovered
the cigarette that
suited
them _ best
was Camel.

According to a recent Nationwide

E(

shortage. Result: Today more people
are smoking Camels than ever before
in history. But, no matter how great
the demand:
We don’t tamper

with Camel quality.

Only choice tobaccos, properly aged, and
blended in the time-honored Camel
way,
are used in Camels.

YOUR'T-ZONE’
!
WILL TELL YOU..,
T for Taste...
T for Throat...

Thats your proving ground for any
cigarette. See if Camels don't
suit your'T-Zone’ to aT’

survey:

More Doctors Smoke CAMELS
THAN ANY OTHER CIGARETTE

Three

nationally known

indepen-

dent research organizations asked
113,597 doctors—in every branch
of medicine—to name the cigarette
they smoked. More doctors named

Camel

than any other brand.
R.

J. Reynolds

Tobacco

Company,

Winston-Salem,

N.C.
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Le
;

My

And

soul

my

doth

magnify

the

Lord.

spirit hath rejoiced in God

my

Savior.

Because He hath regarded the humility of His
For behold, from henceforth all generations
Shall call me blessed.
For He that is mighty hath
And holy is His name.
And

To

His

them

Page two

mercy

is from

that fear Him.

done

generation

great

things

handmaid;

He

hath showed

He

hath

might

scattered

He hath put down
And hath exalted

in His arm:

the proud

in

the

conceit

the mighty from
the humble.

of

their seat,

He hath filled the hungry with good things:
And the rich He hath sent away empty.
to me;

He

hath

Being
to generation,

As

He

received

mindful
spoke

To Abraham

Israel His

of His
to

and

Our

servant,

mercy.
Fathers,

to his seed for ever.

their

heart.

Viniversity, of Daylen
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MONEY!

couple of dollars to relieve unemployment, an. occasional fifty cents
for the support of religion, and,

with

A very interesting article full of serious thought

extra

such a weak

@ By Cartes

“Yes, if I had money! Or, if in the
other, to win a neat little bankroll!”

How often every one of us has heard
this line of talk! Probably it would
be fine, and I would want to be the

first to wish it to anyone, through
some stroke of good fortune, even
in a bingo game. Personally, however, I prefer money obtained by
hard work, for hard work is a won-

derful cure for vain glory. Work is
hard precisely because we are weak;
it humbles us and thus crowds out
all thoughts of vanity. Anyway, even
if the idea is foolish at first sight,
there is no particular harm in wishing anyone that he get at least near
his first million before so very long.
Looked at from another angle, how-

ever, such a wish may be a bit surprising perhaps, because the Gospel does
say some rather severe things about
the rich. Quite right, but about
certain rich—not riches, for, after all,

ITS

OBLIGATIONS

no

God doesn’t give material things,
He lends them. And in His sight, we
are accountable for what we have received from his hands—for money,
as for all the rest. There is a story
in the Gospel about a wicked rich
man, a story which surely gives us
condemned,

because

he

was

rich? Not at all. But because he had
put his riches to bad use; because
he had enjoyed them all by him-

self, because easy, comfortable living
had gradually made him insensible,
inhuman, heartless, utterly forgetful
of the poor man Lazarus at his
door, and in Lazarus, of the poor
in general. Possibly, the more he

prospered, the more undesirable he
became as a neighbor—that often
happens—never understanding that,
according to the Christian ideal,

what is kept for oneself may be lost
and what is cheerfully given away is
kept forever.
answer for
have. And
reckoning
nothing to
by way of

useful to those who have money, to

thought

those who

thought that with my fortune...
that in giving from time to time a

might get it, and

even

at

the

Now, in our turn, we shall surely

whatever riches we may
when that moment of
comes, it will avail us
resort to flimsy pretexts
excuse or explanation: I

that this money

case, we are bound

to

...

matter

how

little,

ITS

DANGERS

there

is the

With

money,

come

two

serious

dangers equally to be feared; pride

riches are a gift of God and, like all
of God’s gifts, very acceptable. One
must know how to use them. That
is the important, if difficult, thing.
Money always has its obligations
and dangers, about which it may be
useful, here and now, to say a word:

to those who only wish they had it.

dime

obligation of using it properly, of
giving God and the poor, each their
just share, and especially of not
wasting it in vain pleasures, frivolity,
or in useless expenses.

a lot to think about. The old fellow
was

a

be badly received on the other side.
Now would be the time to do something about that. Later may be too
late. Very plainly, if we have money,

SEAMON

course of the present year, I would
be fortunate enough, somehow or

effort,

weekly church collection, etc. With

I

and servitude. Have you ever remarked how certain rich people,
knowingly or not, are haughty, full

of

themselves,

disdainful,

almost

abusive to others? And why? Is it
because they are more intelligent?
No, not always. Because they are
more virtuous? Decidedly not. Nor
is it because they are milder, more
temperate or more amiable, more
charitable. Why then do they consider themselves so superior? It
would be interesting to know. It is

simply this: They are self-sufficient,

proud and all the rest, because they
have money. When a person is
perched upon a golden calf—even a
tiny one—he looks down upon all
others, or at least, he thinks he can

survey all others with the indulgent
smile of pretended superiority. In
other words,

when

a man

becomes

rich, he seems to think that because
he has money, he has become, by
the very fact, as handsome as his
Page three

clothes, as fine as his linen, as deli-

very

cate as his table, as generous as his

12, 1932, Y. Kreuger, match king;
March 14, 1932, C. Eastman, film
king; April 29, 1932, P. Kuhnrich,
razor king; May 8, 1932, D. Kierson,

wines, etc. “No, no, rich old fellow,

all that is exterior, quite apart from
you. In it you count for nothing.
so, that,

So much

entering

on

the

next life, you will take along your
good qualities, your virtues, your
good works—let’s hope that at least
some of these good things are still
with you—even your defects; in one
sense, everything, but not your
money. Furthermore, it may be that
because of this money, you are more
exposed than others to some pet sins
—not so slight as you may think,
since they are called capital—like
sloth,

gluttony,

envy,

lust,

and

others. When you are constantly at
your ease, when you enjoy being so,
when you forget to do penance,
when you fail to be helpful to
others, when your heart has become

stone in your selfish egotism, you

are on a rather steep down-grade,
and the stop at the bottom is very
likely to be a bit disconcerting, to
old fellow,

sav the least. Therefore,

be not slave to all these little or
great passions. Recall, once and for
all time, that money is a good servant, but a very bad master. How
many has it not reduced to base

servitude! How many of those who
thought to
possessed by
figured out
money is in

possess it, were really
it! And have you ever
how utterly powerless
some respects?”
OF

POWERLESSNESS

MONEY

For happiness in this world, certain good things are undoubtedly
necessary; particularly, health, intelgrace

and

all,

the

of God,

and

above

affection;

ligence,

friendship

what is worth most to us, the most

indispensable of all good things, in-

terior peace. Which

of these will

money buy? Exactly none. Thisis
why rich people are not necessarily
the happiest. Far from it, for, as a
general rule, happiness is found elsewhere than in castles and the dwellings of the rich. What proofs of this
could

be. adduced?

Many,

but

one

will suffice here, and it is striking.
It is the epidemic of suicides, some

years back,

weeks men
Page four .

that laid low

who

in a few

were among

the

richest

in

the

world:

March

steel king; May 28, 1932, N. Swift,
packer king. Doubtless, all of us
could add similar examples of our
own, that have struck perhaps closer
home. Whence the conclusion easily
seems evident, that riches and happiness are far from synonymous terms.
A well-known writer of the seventeenth century expressed the truth
when he wrote: “A rich man may
have a sumptuous table, his mansion
may be magnificently decorated, he
may enjoy one palace in the country
and another in the city, he may
have a brilliant equipage—all this is
in keeping with his state—but it belongs perhaps to others to live content.”
No, and let it be said again—
money of itself is powerless to procure happiness. Its very possession
maybe fraught with the gravest
dangers. These are blunt but striking truths, which may as well be

admitted. Concluding, I want to be
the first to wish to all my readers
whatever they may need of this
world’s goods, even more. I wish
them continued good health, neither
colds nor grippe nor lumbago. I
wish them all the remunerative
work they can do, work that they
like, and no unemployment. I wish
that they may have affection and
love all about them, first and foremost at home, for that sweetens life

and
them

eases
peace

all its burdens.
in

the

I wish

household,

in

their place of employment, in the
country at large, everywhere in the
world. I wish them especially the
grace of God and peace of heart.
And

thus,

I wish

them

riches

in

abundance, even greater than the
richest man possesses, because they
will have real, lasting goods and, to
cap all, the only true, the only durable, the Sovereign
Good—God
Himself.
If I had money, much money,
would I be really happier? Would I
be better? Would I be really rich? I
wonder!

| REMEMBER

WHEN

...

“You mean Miss Dawson won’t be
with

you

again

tonight,

Mr.

An-

thony?” Miss Dawson, Sandy, as he
Told by Rand about Mark and Elaine

called her, because she had had hair

®@ By Parrie SHRODER
Mark and Elaine sat with their
heads together at the table for two,
in Antoines. It was Saturday night.
‘They had always come to Antoine’s
on Saturday night, for as long as
any of us could remember. That
was the way their romance had be-

gun, carried on, and finally ended.
And now, tonight, it was the way
they were trying in all fairness, to
begin it again.

Mark

leaned

farther across

the

table. to light the cigarette that
Elaine had pulled from her purse.
I stood watching the two of them,
Elaine, with her very childish, but
beautiful face, glowing in the light
of the match, and Mark, very dark,

very handsome, but with a determined puggness about his jaw-line.
Neither of them had changed in the

upon it, than on the seat, and said:

“Lord, what a night, Rand. You
ought to be glad you can stay in tonight, what with that weather out

there.”

I chuckled a little, and said, “Mr.

Anthony (that was really his name
... Mark Anthony . . . the ribbing
he got because of it was terrific,
but everyone had always admired
both the name and the man who
carried it), what can I do for you
tonight? Shall I save you a table
for dinner, near the floor, as usual?”

Mark looked through me then,
for just a minute, then smirked and
said:
“Lord, Rand, what would I do
with a table near the floor, all by

myself, on a Saturday night?”

past four years, facially that is, but

I folded the towel that hung on

what a difference they were to each

my

other, and even to me, who, but the
head-waiter
at Antoine’s,
knew
them more from the outside, than

gain the ground I had just lost, and

they knew each other.
‘hey had both been at the College four years back, Elaine just beginning, going to college unlike
most
tion,

of the women, for an educaand Mark had been in his

third year of civil engineering.

arm,

and

laughed,

in order

OR

Re

oo

A SENTIMENTALIST
A sentimentalist,

The proverbial rose and a sigh.
A word or a phrase
From .Love’s lost days
That quickly go slithering by.

when the door opened, and in with
the wind, his coat collar close about

his ears, with a cigarette dangling
from his mouth, came Mark. He
strolled over to the bar, falling more

A sentimentalist,

true.

For everything I do
Reminds me of something we did
That is now in my memory hid.

They're mostly love’s thoughts of
you.
A sentimentalist, why?

When

the thoughts bring only a

sigh
Of the years we knew
That love was true.

It leaves only the stars in the sky.
—MarjorieE

that click when you match them up,

and

CrurcHer

ee
er Re

ik

every other week-end,

Mark

would wander into Antoine’s alone,

and spend the night drinking and
swearing that this was positively the
last time . . . to the devil with a
woman like that!
But
Elaine

this isn’t telling you how
and Mark met that first

night!

Mark

drink, the
sat back
show that
ner hour.

had

ordereda

way he usually did, and
to watch the first floor
came on during the dinHe had been sitting there

for about fifteen minutes, when,

as

I passed by the doorway to the bar,
he raised a finger to me, and I

went over to see what he wanted.
When I reached him he was still

holding his drink, and watching the
floor show. “The music is excellent
tonight, Rand, much too nice to
have to enjoy it alone. The drink
is perfection, but there isn’t anyone
to

I.

I remember the night they met.
It was here at Antoine’s on a Saturday. I hope you don’t mind my
reminiscing this way, but you have
to know the beginning of the story
in order to understand the ending.
It was in November, an exceptionally cold and wet one that year. On
this particular Saturday it had rained
all day, the rain turning to sleet,
and it made everything miserable
and cold. It was about seven o’clock

But things didn’t pan out that way.
‘They just weren’t the two types

to

answered him with:

mR

the color of a taffied cocker spaniel,
was the secretary to the dean of civil
engineering at the College, and
from the first time that Mark had
seen her, three years before, they
had seemed made for each other.

have

one

with

me,

and,

conse-

quently, I am about to do the unusual.” I looked at him somewhat
surprised and said:
“Don’t tell me . . . let me guess
.. which one it is, that is. Believe
me it isn’t difficult, Mr. Anthony,

she came in, alone, just a few min-

utes ago, asked for a table in the
rear, and is quite settled for a full
course dinner. A pretty thing, too,
much too pretty to be spending a
Saturday night alone, but remember,
sir, I am merely the head-waiter
. you make your own introductions! Mark laughed out loud then,
and sliding off the stool at the bar

said:
“Come

on man,

can’t a fellow

have

a charming

bit of company

with

his dinner without someone

remarking about the unauthenticity
Page five

of it? I tell you, all I want is a bit
of company . . . that is if she will
have

it!”

And

with

that,

he

was

off with that long, light stroll of
his, out across the dining room.
I

shrugged

my

shoulders

after

him, and left it go at that, for one,

Mr. Anthony was a dynamic person,
who usually succeeded in accomplishing what he set out to do.
I left it go, that is, until about an

hour later, when on passing by the
table with another order, I glanced
at them,

and

somehow

. . . even

then I knew that everything was
fine. As Mark had told me later, she
had introduced herself as Elaine
Mazin, a student at the college, not
a regular, but a special student,
studying physical therapy, or something of the sort, and because she
knew no one in Chicago, had long
ago resorted to dining alone. From
what I could gather she was about
twenty, tall and lanky, with very
black hair, and almond shaped robin

blue

eyes. I think

Elaine

was

I said before,

beautiful,

but

Elaine

wasn’t beautiful. Her features were
far too large

for

beauty,

but

she

had a fineness to her that made
you assume it was beauty, and you
were forced to leave it go at that.
They were sitting close together
when I passed them. Mark had lit a
cigarette, and their chairs were
pulled around to the same side of
the table, in order to watch the
patrons dancing, but as yet they
had not danced. It seemed as if they

were talking, madly, catching up on
all of the unimportant historical
background that two new friends
will undoubtedly try to cover in a
hurry, so that they might go on
from there.
Well, all of this description isn’t
getting on with the story, and there

isn’t much time left for explanation,
because right now I see they are
dancing, and something tells me,
they have patched things up pretty

well.
They left together that first night,
and from then on, they were here
at Antoine’s almost every night, including Saturdays, for dinner and
dancing.

Page six

The following year, Mark graduated, and on the night before his
graduation, the two of them came
into the restaurant quite late, smiling as I had never seen them before.
They took a table, ordered dinner,
and a bottle of champagne. When

I brought them the bottle, opened
it, and poured them each a glass,
Mark said:

“Get

another

glass,

Rand,

and

have a drink on us . . . go on, this
is a special occasion . . . Elaine and
I just got married tonight. Aren’t
you going to congratulate us?”
Of course I couldn’t drink while
I was working, but I did manage
to congratulate them, and believe
me,

I

think

down

under,

I

was

happier to see those two married
than they were themselves right
then. Everything seemed so_perfect.
But that was the last night I had
a chance to see them for two years.
The

war

came

on,

and

Mark

en-

listed, went to Officers’ ‘Training
School, graduated from there, and
was sent overseas. Meanwhile, Elaine

was working at the hospital . . . she
had graduated as a physio-therapist,
and planned to work until Mark returned from service. Well, the year

rolled by, and one Sunday afternoon
in June of the next year, I approached a table to take the order,
and found myself face to face with
Elaine! She hadn’t changed in the
least, still with those bright eyes,
and very lovely smile, but there was
a wan look on her face, and instantly
I knew there was something amiss
between her and Mark. I said:
“Flaine, how are you? It has been
almost a year since you were last

in the old place. What

have you

been doing, and how is that husband of yours these days? Has he

been lucky enough

to get out of

the army yet?” .

Beach, and was returned to the
States almost immediately.
But
things just aren’t the same anymore.
I can’t tell you what the trouble is,

but when I went up to New York
to see him, things just didn’t click
. we attributed it to a hurried

marriage which neither of us were
quite ready

for, and

gave up as a

lost cause.”
“Mark is a wonderful man, Rand;

Pll

always

stand

up

for

that,

matter what has happened

no

up till

now. He was kind, considerate, and

I believe we were very much in love
at one time, but the war brought
about

a lot

of changes,

and,

well,

things just didn’t straighten out for
us, that’s all.”

We didn’t say any more about it
after that because Elaine didn’t
seem

to care,

or wasn’t

interested,

but I had known them both so well,
and somehow I felt that if the right
step was taken, there must be a way

to get them together again.
* About a month

passed after that,

Elaine didn’t reappear again, and [|

wondered

where

she

could

have

gone. I hadn’t thought to ask her,
for I thought surely she was back
in Chicago to stay, and that she
would be in the restaurant shortly.
When she failed to return, I got to
work,

and

did a

little finding

out

on my own.
First I was able to locate Mark.
He had been released from the hospital, and had gone to work for the
“McIntosh
Engineering Corporation,” just outside Jersey City, had

been there about four months they
told me. So I wrote him a letter
. just a hello from someone who
hadn’t seen him for quite some time.
I asked him about Elaine, and

I hoped

they

would

get

over

said

to

Chicago in the near future, for another dinner at Antoine’s.

then

It was another month before an
answer came. The beginning was

“T haven’t seen Mark for nearly

had always been, with a tinge of

She smiled, said hello,
the worst came.

and

casual,

friendly,

and

just

as Mark

six months, Rand, but he has been
back in the States for nearly a year.

devilment

You

clearly:
(Continued on Page 10)

after

see, he was
he

went

wounded

over

to

shortly

Normandy

in

his

terminology.

But

close to the bottom he wrote quite

A GREAT AMERICAN

tired from public employment after
settling a dispute, when another
even more violent revolution burst
forth. Peace and goodwill were his
partners in all disturbance while
seeking to erase the harshness of
the controversy.

Getting acquainted with him
@ By Berry Hopapp

Repeated editions of Benjamin
Franklin’s Autobiography prove its
popularity through the years. It is
the narrative of his life in his own
inimitable manner, a book particularly appealing to the younger generation for its valuable lessons in
practicability and ingenuousness.
Franklin’s style is simple, clear,
and vigorous with a distinct method
of procedure. A rich vein of humor
runs through his Autobiography.
Living during a turbulent period in

the history of America, he was often

called upon to take a leading part
in the conferences that led to the
building of this great democracy. Be-

fore presenting a project to a dele-

gation for approval, he always paved
the way with a written outline with
the idea of preparing the mind for
what was to follow. Thus his wntings were vivid and easily perceived,

and many of them were published
for

the

general

knowledge

object in
Franklin’s principal
writing the story of his life was for
the edification of his family, to
instruct future generations, and to
neutralize the influence of Rousseau’s Confessions,

were

the

topic of conversation during the latter part of Franklin’s residence in
Paris. The first eighty-seven pages

of the manuscript
twenty-five

years

relate the first

of his

Franklin’s concern for national
and international questions at the

time of a convulsed state of affairs
during the American Revolution,
and his multiplied public engagements, after contributing to the establishment of the independence of
his country, are likened to the problems confronting the top men in
Washington today. The worm-like
gnawing of Communism, the plea
for food from hunger-stricken Europe, the control of the atomic
bomb,

life up

to

his marriage. After further persuasion from his friends during a visit
in France, he wrote the succeeding

pages.

His life was like the hub of a
large carriage wheel and his illustrious deeds were like the spokes—
for it seemed that colonial life revolved and emanated from him. He
placed his country in the limelight

and he gave his all for it. His “mild
disposition, command of temper,
cheerful humor, capability of at-

and

the

controversies

be-

tween
the differing Democratic
executive and the Republican legislative branches are issues of major
importance that must be settled

within the coming months.

of his

fellow citizens.

which

tachment, with little susceptibility
of enmity” made him one of the
most amiable figures of the last
century. He was the most eminently
practical man of his age.

Letter writing kept alive his lifelong friendships besides contributing to the preservation of our Federal union and promulgating that
friendship in France for the United
States

which

Franklin,

more

than

any other person, had the merit of
inspiring. ‘The homely philosophy of
Poor Richard’s Almanac, published
in

America

and

made the French

then

in

France,

people eager to

visit him to ask questions about the

American

people.

He

scarcely

re-

The belief that virtue is sufficient
without religion for the guidance of
upright living is very apparent in the
Autobiography. Thirteen moral virtues were considered by Franklin as
necessary or desirable for he “wish’d
to live without committing any
fault at any time.” Temperance was
the first virtue,
ther: “Eat not

which stated furto dullness; drink

not to elevation.”
My intention being to acquire the habitude of all these
virtues, I judg’d it would be
well not to distract my attention by attempting the whole
at once,

but

to fix it on

one

of them at a time.
He

tues

listed

to

be

the

other

practiced

twelve

as:

vir-

silence,

order, resolution, frugality, ° industry, sincereity, justice, moderation,

cleanliness, tranquility, chastity, and
humility.

Good sense was Franklin’s highest expression. of genius. He was
not a poet, or an orator, but simply
a master of practical life.
About this time I wrote a
paper on the different accidents
by which houses were set on
fire,
with
cautions
against
them, and means proposed of
avoiding them. It gave rise to a
project, which soon followed it,

of forming a company for the
more

ready

fires, and

extinguishing

mutual

assistance

of
in

removing and securing of goods
when in danger.
Franklin’s geniality, joviality, and
kindness made him a very likeable
man. I imagine him to be a person
who could be easily approached on
any subject with the assurance of
receiving good sound advice.
What

made

Franklin

what

he

was—the inventor of the lightningrod,

discoverer

of

a

new

kind

of
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open stove which today bears his
name, statesman, editor, author of
various books and papers which

were influential in settling national
and colonial policies, mediator between England and the colonies,
signer of the Declaration of Inde-pendence, and signer of a petition
requesting Congress to abolish slavery? What were such a man’s
habits and qualities as a child to acquire such outstanding and unusual
powers in public life?

Benjamin’s first readings in poetry

were given to him by his uncle for
whom he was named. His father inthat he devote his life to

tended

because

the service of the Church,

he had a leaning toward reading.
Attending grammar school for almost a year, he advanced from the
first to the third class. Family expenses altered his further education,
father

his

and

however,

him

sent

to a school for writing and arithmetic. Pilgrim’s Progress, his first
novel, pleased him so much that he.
bought all of John Bunyan’s works.
Later, he traded these books for
others, spending all he could earn
for books to quench his burning
thirst for knowledge.

John
was

lad

who

chummed

with

another

Collins,

of books,

fond

Franklin. Ben’s father happened to

see one of the letters that he was
writing to Collins in rebuttal to the
question of “the propricty of educating the female sex in learning”
and reproached him for his lack of
fluency.

I fell far short in elegance of
expression in writing, in method and perspicuity. Thence I
grew more attentive to my
manner in writing, and determined to endeavor at improvement.
Here,

then,

is Franklin’s

begin-

ning as a writer.

He disliked his father’s tallowcandler and soap-boiler trade and
threatened to run away to sea. However,

he

was
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sent

to

Boston

to

be

apprenticed as a printer to his
brother, James, until he should
reach the age of twenty-one. Franklin left. his brother through a misunderstanding, a boy of but seventeen years, to take a position at
Keimer’s printing house in Philadelphia.

of Richard Saunders. It contained
aphorisms designed to instigate frugality as a means of obtaining
wealth, and pieces that were written
for the Junto Club to provide entertainment.

I was fatigued with traveling,
rowing and want of rest, I was
very hungry; and my whole
stock of cash consisted of a

until he was able to read_ these
languages and understand
them
with ease. His business became one
that could be easily managed “after
getting the first hundred pounds,
it is more easy to get the second”

Dutch dollar, and about a shill-

ing of copper.
Governor William Keith, meeting
the ambitious

Franklin,

determined

plans to set him up in business. The
Governor sent Franklin to London
where he made contacts in the
literary world and established many
life-long friendships.

He returned

to Philadelphia as-

suming management of Keimer’s
printing house which became a
profitable business through thrift
and hard work; also founding at

this time, the Junto Club for the
literary improvement of his fellow
citizens. His talent “for scribbling”
as he called it was manifested in the
Busy Body newspaper. Deborah
Read became Benjamin’s wife on
September 1, 1730. She proved a
good and faithful helpmate, “assisting him” by “attending the
shop.”
Again his love for books shows its
head when he founded the Philadelphia Library Company.

Since upon queries, it might

In

1733

French,

he

began

Italian, Spanish,

to

study

and

Latin

and thus, he was able to retire.

Having more time to devote to
public service, this remarkable man
continued writing, became deputypostmaster general of the colonies,
proposed the Albany plan of union,

and negotiated the treaty of peace
with England.
Of

all

the

success

stories

that

have been written, Benjamin Frank-

lin’s celebrated life has been a constant source of reference to those aspining to attain a successful pattern
of life. From poverty to fame and
fortune, this self-made man

became

one of the greatest figures in American history. His versatility and tremendous force of will even at the
age of seventy-nine were still strong
and active. On board ship for America, although worn out and rapidly
losing his strength, he spent his
days assembling data on scientific
problems,

maritime

observations,

and a detailed account of the causes
and cure of smoky chimneys.

Franklin, who during his life had

be convenient for us to have
our books together where we
met, that upon occasion they
might be consulted; and by
thus clubbing our books to a
common
library, we should
have the advantage of using the
books of all the other memBOSS 3

devoted time and thought in the
interests of the public, directed his
last public appeal toward the freeing of the enslaved Negro. ‘Though

If for no other literary work, Benjamin Franklin would be remembered for his publication of Poor

public-minded until his death and is
still venerated as one of the greatest

Richard’s Almanac under the name

his mind

was

still as clear as ever,

his strength continued to fail. For
twelve months he was confined to
bed with periods of extreme suffering. Still reading and taking keen
interest in public affairs, he was
men

in

our

history,

a Jack-of-all-

trades and master of each.

Music, The Misunderstood Language

attention,

@ By Bernarp Doopy

cannot be understood if the hearer’s
attention is given to reading, daydreaming or to conversation. ‘There
are some who were happy with the
advent of the record changer because it obviated the annoyance of
interrupting the conversation every
few minutes to change the record.
Beethoven was not understood better because he was heard as a background to comments on the Metro-

than

Also a plea for the better type
I think that music is the most
misunderstood
of all languages.
Much
of the misunderstanding
arises from a failure to realize what

the language of music is capable of
conveying, and from an attempt to
translate the language of music into
another language. Let us examine
the potentialities of several lan-

guages.
Consider a landscape. A literary
man comes upon the scene and by

means of words, phrases, and paragraphs he is able to convey to others
some conceptionof the scene. Yet
every one who reads his works may
form a different picture of the scene,

and none of these may actually be
a mirror of the landscape. But the

word artist can tell us much more
definitely
cian

than

a painter or musi-

his reaction

to the

scene,

his

memories of the place, or his reasons

Here then is the answer to the
question: What does music express? Music conveys emotions, feclings which are not capable of being uttered in words, pictures, or
gestures. Other means of expression
may supplement the music, as they
do in song and the opera, but they

cannot translate it. This fact should
be obvious from the rather common
experience that attempts to “ex-

plain” a piece of music result in as
many different explanations as there
are analysts. A composer has something very definite in his mind
when he writes a piece of music, if
he is writing true music, and the
meaning must be sought in the
music itself, not in someone else’s
attempt to explain it.

How does one learn the language

of music? In the same way in which
any other language is learned. We

for being there.

learn English by repetition. We do

Enter now a painter. With his
pencils and his colors he can give

ing them up once; we must hear

us a most

accurate pictorial repre-

sentation of the scene; he can tell
us all that the eye can see. But of
the circumstances of time, reactions,

and reasons he can tell us little if
anything.
Let one more

wanderer

pass by .

our scene, a musician. With his
tones, chords, melodies and rhythms

he is able to convey to us not a
pictorial representation of trees,
birds,

flowers

and

fields

but

his

emotional reaction to his presence
there. And this is precisely what
Beethoven did in 1808 when he
wrote over the first movement of his

Sixth

Symphony.

“Awakening

of

cheerful feelings upon arrival in the

countryside.” He took the trouble
to state explicitly on the first page

of the score that the symphony is
“more expressive of feeling than
painting.”

not usually get new words by lookthem and use them several times.
We are not always aware of the
import of a poem at first reading,
but gradually as we go back over it
the poem begins to take shape in
our minds. So is it with music, Understanding comes from repeated
hearing and not from consultation
with outside forces.

Music addresses itself primarily to

the emotions and not to the intellect,

but

the

tion before
into play.

intellect

the

func-

must

emotions

can

get

I think that it is time that the
tissue-paper barriers denoted by
such

terms

and

we know

that

there

are some who cannot sit still more

as “highbrow,”

“deep,”

“long-haired,” and so on are broken
down. Theoretically, anyone who
can hear and think should be susceptible to musical impressions.
Practically, of course, this must be

tempered. Music requires individual

five minutes

at a time. Music

politan season of 1808, or on the
nationalist movement among Bohemian composers, or from the uncomfortable seats in Memorial Hall.

I have said that music is emotional expression and that understanding is based on listening, not
on reference works. But anyone with
common sense knows that every-

thing printed on five lines and four

spaces does not convey powerful
emotional effects. This brings us to
a question that is the source of
much misunderstanding in music.

In general, words in themselves
convey no pleasure to the senses.
We draw significance from words

set down in logical order. But in
music the very medium which conveys the emotional expression to the

mind

is in itself pleasing to the

ear. The ear loves a
catchy rhythm, but the
superficial and after a
wanes. The melody and

melody, a
delight is
short time
rhythm are

but tools with which a master craftsman works. Anyone who has been
able to pass through a conservatory

of music can think of tunes and
link them together .in very scholarly
fashion,

but

that

does

not

make

him a great composer or his work
great music.

A great composer is a person
whose spirit is by nature so constituted,

and

his

that he has known

condition

and

such,

perceived

profound spiritual experiences and

is capable of translating these into
individual forms in sound. Many of
us often have profound and noble

experiences, but we do not perceive
them with the insight that a great
Page nine

and complex personality like Mozart
does.

Here then is a basis not only for
the distinction between great music
and mediocre music but also for the
banishment of those classifications
popular and classical, popular being
used for anything on the hit-parade
and classical being used for anything with an opus number. There
is junk in the field of classical music.
That is why it oftens happen that
a person who listens to propaganda
about serious music and then goes
to a concert is turned away. He has
us pened in upon a work bearing
al the external signs of a musical
im sterpiece but his reaction is that
ths: niece is very dull. Some one rem=tked to me just the other day
tl zt he gave up in a sense of futility

fiym

trying to find some sort of

lesical_progression to a_ particular
opus. Such a person then says to
hermielf: “If this is their long-haired
stuff,

let

them

keep

nva? of it.”
Why

should

such

it.

I'll

poor

have

music

exist in so imposing a form? The
author may have lacked the mind,
the insight, the personality which is
the requisite of a great artist. He
may have been struggling to fit true
inspiration into a form which was
not individually his, to which his
mind did not respond. He may have
been grinding out a piece d’occasion.
There are many reasons.
for

a

masterpiece?

Because

ear.

listen
dition
in the
sense
being
formal

Ultimately

when

people

to music and not to the tralaid around it, or to the story
program notes, their common
will tell them that they are
led on a very elegant and
wild goose chase.

When

melody

and

rhythm

are

hypocrasy,
are the re-

sults.
But when one of these extraordinary minds, having something to
say, sets to work upon its medium
the result is a deeply affecting spiritual experience; a Hayden symphony,
a Mozart opera, a Beethoven quartet, a Schubert song-cycle.
Those who are content with passive enjoyment, those who cannot
sit quietly and attentively for halfan-hour will continue to enjoy their
melodies. But those who are seeking
spiritual action in literature and the
theater can find it also in great
music. Everyone is familiar with
sentimentalized versions of T'schai-

kowsky melodies ripped from their
content;

what

a revelation

it is to

hear their creator give them
body animated by the soul!

the

For him to whom music has never
been anything but a series of sugarcoated tunes, there is a vast amount

of profound experience. This wealth
could not be more easily attainable.
No technical knowledge, no history
is necessary. Attentive listening accomplishes all. Was there ever a
greater bargain?

ek
I REMEMBER

the

sounds which are the basis of com-

they may be enlistening. When
the end are emforms, as is the
a number of the

so-called classics, sham,
caricature, and boredom

And why should such a work pass

munication of the true meaning of
music are in themselves pleasing to

the

other activities or
joyable for passive
the means without
ployed in serious
case in all too large

to-

could possibly be. There wasn’t any
disagreement,

except
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to

been

as

stubborn

too, for not listening to his explanation, and she had- been headstrong
in her decision. But there was little
I could do to help them see just
what they had done to each other.
But now I must tell you the end
of the story! About two months
later, on another Saturday night,
the inevitable happened. I knew
that Mark could not stay away from
Chicago forever, and I was right in
my assumption, that sooner or later

he would reappear here at Antoine’s.
He came into the restaurant just as

he had the night he and Miss Mazin met. He was alone, and looked

just as smug, just as handsome, but a
good bit older. He came over to the

him to carry on my duties.
How was it that Elaine should also
appear that same night, not an hour

later? That is something that we
shall leave to fate, premonition, or
wise council, but the thing of it was

she came ino the restaurant alone.
Neither knew the other was there,

have things her way, or no way at
all, and knowing
me, you can readily
understand that if that was the way

accompaniments

had

but when I gave Mark a table for
dinner, he found himself sharing

as is the case in most popular and
so-called semi-classical music, they
as

she

that

while I was away. I tried to
straighten things out, but she had to

useful

for Elaine,

she heard a little innocent scandal
about myself and an English girl

employed in themselves without
translating what they are capable of,

are

wrong, it was just Mark’s nature, he

had always been that way. And

about the old times, and then I left

gether for over a year, Rand. Not
since one visit she paid me when I
was in New York in the hospital.
As far as a contract goes, we are
still married, but a separation is as
much like a divorce as anything
no

tried to do his best, but no matter

who the party was concerned, if he
wasn’t satisfied with his attempts,
then Mark would go no further to
please him. There wasn’t anything

two years. We talked for some time,

(Continued from Page 6)

fuss,

‘That was all that was said regarding the situation. I put that letter
away and thought about it for a
few days, which soon turned into
a few weeks. Mark had always been
really square about everything; he

bar, and I greeted him, after nearly

WHEN

“Elaine and I haven’t been

she wanted it, I wasn't going to hem
and haw about it any longer. If
Elaine can’t be happy with an explanation that I offered, which happened to be an upright and legitimate, plus a truthful one, then to
blazes with her.”

one with a very beautiful girl, one
that he had
one that he
again, some
urday night

met somewhere before,
hoped he would meet
day, perhaps on a Satat Antoine’s.

IF

I HAVE

FAITH

As I walk through the night and darkness
And dream of the new day’s dawn,
I pray for help from the heavens
To help me carry on.
I have not the strength nor the courage
To travel through life alone
I am lonely for somewhere on this wide-spread
earth,

A DAISY

Her heart is like a daisy

With its heart of yellow gold.

Whether it be in this land

Or across the far wide sea
With faith, [ll find in some land
A home that belongs to me!

With its petals of snowy white
It is beautiful to behold.

The petals are the countless messengers,
So pure and clean.

She counts them and they fly away
To these sad and lonely hearts they fly,
To make them happy and gay.
May God grant my Grandmother

To keep her daisy heart always.

—Vesta Cornett

Sometimes I may blunder

pee
CINDY LEE

And sometimes I may go wrong,
But I know that a faith in someone
Will help me carry on.
—JosrepH H. Hiccrins

*

*

OF SELFISH MEN
Why

does man in his own blind way

Stumble through the night?
Why is his intolerance so great
‘That he fails to see the light?
Where does it lead him? This blundering soul,
Who fails mankind in seeking personal goal.
Where does he end in his infamy?
Is he set to sail on an endless sea?
No! He’s left to contaminate
‘The men he would call friend.

He’s left to open the pores of dissension,
To cast in ruin the works of men!
But this is a free land and we must tolerate
This kind of scandalous fiend

Who would in heart contend to destroy
The road to all men’s dreams.
—Josepu H. Hiccrns

a

ee

AT THE

;

‘To lonely hearts unseen.

That I can call my home.

*

HEART

WELL

Lost, but not found is this,

Who dreams of angels through the night,
And wakes the birds each morning bright,
Who runs to greet me with a grin

That stirs up dimples in her chin,

My Cindy Lee, who’s not quite three;

Who tramples grass that tries to grow,
And watches Mommy try to sew,

While playthings march from door to door,

And

climb on furniture and

floor,

That’s Cindy Lee, who’s less than three;
What fairy’s dwarf steals my shoe laces,
And hides my ties a dozen places,

What elf has wrinkled up my collar,

Pll bet you all a silver dollar,
It’s Cindy Lee, just watch and see.

‘The magazines and books I stack,
In pretty rows upon the rack,
Till Cindy spies them standing there,
‘Then shelves are quickly clean and bare,

Oh Cindy Lee, be good for me.

Some day the toys I step upon

Will march away and all be gone,
The grass will grow and walls will be

Only for you to reminisce
In days yet to come.

As clean as in a nursery,
When Cindy Lee is more than three.

As I leave this place, a song to hum

So lay the toys upon the floor,

But not to remember, what we found,

Spread magazines from door to door,
I'll save my tears and agony,
For later years in reverie,

O how deep the well did sound,
When it was there I lost my heart to you.
For I will find another that will be ever true.
—Joun E. Haacke

When Cindy Lee is twenty-three.
—R. W. Topstas

Page eleven

Edilerial

Comment

C. KING BRADOW, Editor-in-chief
ASSOCIATE EDITORS
Joun WHARTON
IsABEL KLOPF

CHARLES SEAMAN
Rira McGarry

BUT

NOT

GOODBYE

The sands are fast running out
school year. Usually it is customary
period draws near to look back and
could be done very easily with the
discussion. Any

Rospert UNGER
Joan CULBERTSON

THE

on the 1946-1947
as the end of a
take stock. ‘This
school year under

sort of recapitulation

would

have

to

include the dances and the chief social events of the
year. It would include football games and_ basketball
games. A coke in the “cafe” or a card game somewhere
might be added. When the list would be completed,
however,

and

the

sum

total

computed,

it could

Yes, that is what the student has really received.
was:

everything

the

from

formal

education,

accounting

to

classes

zoology.

in

almost

Exams

and

quizzes added up to a little letter on the sheet of final
grades. This is only part of the education for along
with the formal education, there was something else.
Meeting people from different parts of the country,

people of different nationalities, people with different
ideas, and learning to get along with them pleasantly
and without friction is a part of education. The value
of a Christian atmosphere is a positive influence which
is far too often either minimized or ridiculed entirely
yet it is decidedly necessary for a complete education.
All these things the University of Dayton has given.
Now comes the end of the year. For some, it will
mean graduation. A diploma means the end of a long,
arduous road for the members of the senior class.
Many had the added hardship of a period of years
spent away from the campus in the service of their
country. For them, the task has been even harder. Now,

the coveted goal is practically here.
Under such conditions, it is very easy to become
overly

sentimental.

Perhaps

it is best merely

to say

that although we will leave, we will not say goodbye
for the

things

which

the University

given us will never be forgotten.
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Mooney

JAcK JONES

SHELTERED

LIFE

The months of May and June are noted for many

things here in America, not the least of which is the

time of commencement. At this time, speakers all over
the country mount platforms to give advice to high
school and college graduates on how to conduct themselves when they enter the big, wide world. The gist
of their statements seems to be that the sheltered life
is over, now the graduate must wake up to the things
around him.

best

be expressed in one word, education.
There

Minurr

of Dayton

has

Of late, however, and especially among college students, the exact opposite is true. The campus is no secluded other world, cut off from events by some great

fixed gulf which is crossed only at graduation. Actually,
it sits athwart the ever moving stream of thought and
opinion. Important trends and developments are often
noted among faculty and students before the world at

large is aware of their existence. Perhaps the high proportion of veterans has increased the atmosphere of
earnestness. At any rate, even the casual visitor cannot help but be impressed with its presence.
Another common myth concerning college students seems to be that they are impractical. Their very
presence at college proves the falsity of this idea. The

college student realizes the need for the finest possible

education in this complex civilization. He realizes that
the more education he has, the easier it will be for him

to compete successfully throughout the rest of his life.
Surely this is not being impractical.
‘Thus the idea of the college student emerging from

his books and blinking once or twice in the strong
sunlight of the world is an anchronism, to say the least.
The college student is a well-trained, practical person
who realizes that higher education is necessary to him
for success in life. He is aware of the important aspects
of life and well equipped for personal achievements

and contributions to society as a whole.

THE

PROBLEM

OF

PALESTINE

The first extraordinary session in the history of the
United Nations was convoked recently to consider the

problem of Palestine. ‘Thus was added another chapter
to the long and complicated history of the Holy Land.

everything that has happened, the good taken along
with the bad. Afterwards, one can usually look back
and laugh at the bad. Usually, I said.
College,
down, a great
linquish even
very moment.

and all that goes with it is, when boiled
experience, an experience I would not reif I could gain my ambition in life at this
You are wondering what it is? Well, I

There has been much public discussion of this
problem with most of the emphasis being placed upon
the Jewish side of the question. It is asserted by many

won't tell just everybody. What is this, the third de-

that the Jews have a moral right to a national homeland

gree? Not again, oh no, not that!!!

in Palestine presumbably based upon Old ‘Testament
promises although this is seldom explicitly stated. Zion-

ist advocates point out the untold suffering of Jews
in Europe during past years and urge that, in considera-

tion of this, Palestine be given to them. Less vocal, but
still present, are the Arab partisans who point out that
except for a brief period during the Crusades, Palestine

has not been Jewish nor independent since 70 A.D.
‘They mention the fact that the majority of the population is Arab and their right to their homes is as strong
as any opposing right.
While the case may be settled on the basis of these
arguments, they still seem rather theoretical in the
face of existing facts. It is the opinion of many experienced observers that the issue will be decided on

the basis of Jewish political influence versus Arabian
oil. ‘The peculiar fact that the Jewish population in
America is concentrated in New York which gives them
a strategic voting power means that both major parties
will bid: for their support in the coming presidential
elections. The Jewish vote might conceivably mean defeat or success in a close race. On

nations

realize that the Arab

the other hand, all

League,

of which

the

Palestine Arabs are a member, controls the only oil
reserve capable of supporting another war. If planes
are to fly or ships to sail, they will need Arabian oil.

Realizing the role power politics are playing in the
situation, the Jews have adopted the practice of active
resistance to existing law and order in the Holy Land.

The most peaceful example of this is illegal immigration. Bombs and shootings have been less peaceful.
The long range advisability of this policy is, at best,
doubtful.

The United Nations will undoubtedly discuss all
these events. It is to be hoped that they take this atti-

tude into full consideration as well as the centuries-old
fact of Palestine as an Arab country. When the vote of

the United States is cast, may it be after long consideration of justice and not petty politics.

WHAT

—C. K. B.

oe
A COLLEGE EDUCATION
DONE FOR ME

XOPD&*

I’ve had a lot of fun at college. That means a lot,
I think. It isn’t a superfluous statement either. It means

&&ET cmf sthr taoi fwyp .....

Well, now that I’ve calmed

down

again, I can go

on, and I will. Oh, I will! (This last line I put my
whole heart in.)
This started out to be an essay on the advantages,
improvements, and general enlargement of outlook

one obtains by a college education. Now that I’ve said

it I realize what a terrible understatement that is. No
one, who has not had the advantage of higher education, can fully comprehend the good it does. As far
as that goes, neither can they that have had.

And now that I, myself, am so close to the finishing line I stop to wonder. “Twinkle, twinkle, little star,

how I wonder what you are...” Whoever made up
that rhyme seems to have gotten off the track slightly.
It’s a star, dumbbell!

Well, I got off the track, too, but how can a person help it with so many

worries. Sometimes,

I think

I just can’t go on, and then when I come right down to
it specifically, I can’t. It’s nice to know one has that
much willpower to quit when he’s down. Oh, you old
brave you, shut up!
I've gained a lot of swell friends during my college

days, and when they read this article they won’t be
my friends any more. You want to know how I got so
many friends, though, huh? Well, okay. First, when
I came here to school I just forced myself to stop tripping people until I got to know them better, and to
quit sticking my tongue out at them. I thought, oh

that’s for babies. Babies do that.
But in all seriousness, and to end up this article
real quick like, I want to thank everyone at U.D. who
has had anything at all to do with my education (higher,

that is), before they come after me. Especially, I want
to thank those who have had anything to do with it.
Thanks, fellas.
Well,

HAS

;.?

so long. They’re

coming

to get me

now.

Oh, my new address! I almost forgot to tell you. It’s
Wayne Road or Avenue or something. They all tell
me it’s a real swell place and I’m dying to see it. Well,

so long.
—Bos SHERMAN
Page
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We

The

Women

WOMEN’S
EXAM

DAZE

College life can be very pleasant when you consider it in terms of football games, proms, and _playing cards in the lounge, but when you find yourself
caught in the throes of examinations, these pleasures

soon escape you. The beauty of spring suddenly takes

books, pencil and paper and stagger over to his abode.
By the time I get there I usually find that at least
three other people had the same idea. The usual procedure is to start off with a light snack, preferably a
Dagwood special, complete with egg, lettuce, tomato,
bacon, cheese, toast, and a toothpick to hold it together.

After the cooking is finished a debate generally follows to see whose going to be sucker enough

to run

to the store for some cokes; this usually takes about ten
minutes. Soon all is well and the food is on the table.
We then compete in a contest to see who can eat the

most food. When we finally drug ourselves to a semiconscious state, we proceed

to lounge on the house-

hold’s best chenille bedspreads. Perhaps an hour later
some industrious soul reminds us that we are there
for the purpose of study, so with blood in our eyes

we arise to the dismal prospect of studying the Science
of Correct
turn

we

Thinking

each

huddle

or some

other brain teaser. In

in the corner

which

we believe

to be most conducive to study. A deafening silence
passes over the room and, “the die is cast.” All is quiet
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E.

McGarry

—Resecca L. SHaw

ee
Sey
MUSIC HATH CHARMS

tinkle of precious glass, long before you half finish

Personally, I have several methods of study. If by
chance some dear friend is suffering from exam worries for the same reason as yours truly, I gather my

. Rrra

for almost forty-five minutes, but someone breaks it by
offering a choice piece of gossip. We talk about the
latest for a short time and then all dash madly home
to burn the midnight oil. This process is indeed a
tedious one. I advise black coffee and a package of
cigarettes as weapons to fight the fierce battle of invading sleep.

on the hue of a chilly Autumn day, night falls with a
deafening crash, and day breaks with a frightening
the work which should have been done at the beginning of the year. Yes, examination week is a phase
of college life which should not be mentioned to the
innocent, potential freshman. If by some means we
could simulanteously visit the individual sanctum sanctorum of all U.D. students, we would have a very flamboyant picture of the study techniques of the modern
college student.

EDITOR

About a year ago I decided that I definitely needed
an appreciation for the high brow type of music. My
musical education was lacking. I couldn’t tell the difference between Menuhin and minuet. I promptly enrolled in a music appreciation class, and was almost
immediately told that even the feebleminded could
learn to appreciate good music. Encouraged by this
reassuring statement, I threw my heart and soul into
the course. “Let yourself go; listen to what the music

tells you,” our instructor told us. For three solid classes

the music told me exactly nothing. In vain I sought to
grasp all the little things the music was telling those
who sat around me. It was maddening to watch them

smiling and

nodding

to themselves

over droll little

items they heard. Sometimes they would almost be
moved to tears, when the music became particularly
eloquent. I alone sat impassive and unmoved.

Then
class, and

one day it happened. We were sitting in
all those about me were appreciating De-

bussy’s “Afternoon of a Faun.” As usual I was vainly
striving to listen to what
my eyes and suddenly I
meadow. I was wild with
music. What if the faun

the music had to say. I closed
could see a faun dancing on a
joy. At last I was appreciating
were a little shoddy looking?

What if he did resemble Walt Disney’s “Bambi”?
At any rate I was happy with the faun until all at once
he

stopped

dancing

and

looked

me

dead

in the eye.

(This wasn’t easy considering I had my eyes closed.)

He

had

little beady

eyes

that pierced

me

was really relieved when the period ended.

through.

I

That night I went to see “Lost Weekend.” In one

THE

scene of the show Ray Milland is faced with a little

beady eyed rat, a product of delirium tremens. There
was something about that rat that looked familiar to
me. Then I remembered the queer faun of the afternoon’s class. A wave of resentment and distrust swept
over me. In my mind at least, music appreciation was
akin to delirium tremens. From that day to this, I have
never cared for the higher type of music. Perhap
s I
shall some day lose my initial feeling of disgust
and
really learn to appreciate music, but you'll
excuse
me now I think I'll go play the new “Jive” Jones’
neat,
sweet, reet, arrangement of “Sugar Lips.”
—Mary

RO

Re

F. Cavanaucu

MAY

PROCESSION

It was the first of May, but the dark clouds rolled
along the sky. Anxious faces peered from the windows
and breathed a silent prayer. In just one short hour the
May Procession was scheduled to begin, and the sky
was angry black.

The minutes ticked by, and gradually the signs of

haste began to appear. At precisely 11:35 the sound of
the bell echoed through the halls. Doors burst open,
and flying feet crowded the stairs and streamed towards
the chapel. The friendly doors*of the old brick building

bulged, and left patient crowds standing outside.
The vibrant tones of the organ swelled through

the doors, as the voices of the students

Ae

THE LICENSE
The young boy and girl walked slowly, hand in
hand, toward the court house. In the proper fashion,
he opened the door and the pretty girl entered first.
They stood together gazing about the building, then
descended the steps and walked in the direction of a

large sign and an arrow marked, “Licenses.”

Suddenly the girl stopped and questioned eagerly,
“Johnny, do you suppose they’ll give it to us?”

“Oh sure, why not? We're not kids.”
“Do you think you have enough money?

know the price.”

I don’t

Again the nonchalant, “Oh sure, Susie, don’t worry.

I'll take care of everything.”
“It’s open, isn’t it?”
“Yeah, they don’t close until five.”

rose with

the

organ, and filled the building. Slowly the big doors

opened and the flagbearers emerged. Behind them
marched a double row of students looking very solemn
in their devotion. Down the driveway, across the campus
the procession wended its way. Bright sweaters, jackets,

and raincoats, gay bandanas and flowered hats bobbed

along. From every throat came the strains of the beautiful old hymns as saddles, loafers and shanks shuffle
d
through the wet grass.

The long procession moved up the hill and melted
into a quiet, respectful mass at the top of the hill.
Black-gowned Seniors grouped themselves at the foot
of Our Lady’s statue, leaving space for the priests in
their rich vestments. At the end the Queen and her

attendants, in sparkling white gowns, placed a beautif
ul
-bouquet at Our Lady’s feet.

The prayers began, quietly at first, then gaining

They proceeded once again in the direction of the
large arrow. Their steps resounded in the marble hallway and echoed after them. Approaching the proper
window, Johnny released the dainty hand he had been
holding.
“I'd like to buy a license, sir.”

The clerk stared at the nervous couple and then

smiled. He asked the necessary questions and presently
handed Johnny the slip of paper he had signed for
them. A smile flashed on both faces revealing happi-

more and more volume as all the students joined
in.
Slowly the flagbearers began to move, and praying as
they went, the children of Mary made their way to the
chapel.

Tall candles, flowers, and swinging incense burn-

ers added to the splendor of the scene. In rolling, vi-

brant

tones,

first low,

happy hearts entreated
looking down on them.

Benediction.

then

raised in song,

help

Tinkling

from

the many

the smiling

bells, and

Lady

the glistening

monstrance. ‘The strains of “O Salutaris” rang through

ness and relief.

the

This time the sound
gayly on the marble floor.
proached the door, they
blinked contentedly in the

of Mary. In the flickering candlelight the Lady’s eyes
seemed to smile as she watched.

of their footsteps tapped
As Johnny and Susie apboth swung it open and
bright sunlight.

The couple walked quickly down the street. A few
people turned to look at them and smile. Johnny
Doyle, fourteen years of age, and his sister Susie, ten,

continued

down

Main

Johnny’s pocket was
Cocker Spaniel.

Street,

hand

in hand,

and

in

the dog license for their new
—HE.LEN VLAHos

church,

and

serious

faces

were

lifted

to

the

feet

With the last notes of the organ the chapel began
to empty. In a moment they were all gone. Although

the serious young faces had disappeared through the

door, She remained in their hearts. High up above the
altar the Lady in blue still smiled. The flowers still
scented

the air, and

the blue

light still flickered,

for

Our Lady was happy. Her children had not forgotten;

they still loved her.

—Marjorie

WirrmMan
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Another tear because we'll miss
Ken Trimbach’s constant state of bliss.

WE MISS YOU
(For the Coeds)

We'll miss Joan Hussey’s dignity
When she pulls way up to 5’3”.

Goodbye Ellie, goodbye Jo,
Goodbye all the gang,
Miss you in St. Mary’s Hall

Where all your pictures hang.
Miss you in the Women’s lounge,
Miss you in the “caf”,
Miss you when the coeds meet
To smoke and talk and laugh.

Miss you when the call is raised,
“Need a fourth right here,”

Miss you when the kids all shout,
“Let’s go get a... coke.”

Miss you when the battles rage
Over kings ’n such,

And we'll miss Gruenwald here in town

Especially down at Woodland and Brown.
Another senior who can’t be beat,

We'll miss Bob Sherman’s “Hey, that’s neat!”
We'll miss Don Butler’s love for fun

And Weldon’s skill to get things done.
I know next year just won’t seem real—

No Ellie Kurtz’s “How ya feel?”
(If we looked around perhaps we'd find
Some things the Seniors will leave behind.)
Dan Brant will leave his campaign for King

Miss you when the cleaning up

Needs a woman’s touch.

Miss you when we stand and cheer
Or give a hearty scream

To anyone who wants the thing!
A small request from the Junior Class men
Will Paul Reichert please leave Peg for them?

For the handsome heroes of
A winning Flyer team.

Rudnicki will leave his smile all aglow
‘T'o anyone who’s feeling low.

Miss you in
“© tell me
And voices
With swect

For the women’s lounge on a prominent shelf

the quiet when
why” we sing,
all are hushed and low
remembering.

Miss you in the locker room
And on the tennis courts,

Miss you at the parties, plays,
Miss you at the dances,
Miss the gory details of
Your annual spring romances.

Now that we’ve cried over you,
Now that we’ve sighed over you,
With a unison shout,

Let’s all scream “‘Get Out.”
—Rira E. McGarry
THOSE

BLUES

Gee, we'll miss the Seniors

When they don’t come back next year.
To show them our true feelings
Let us sadly shed a tear,
In our beer:
For Rocky Whalen—you know why,

He’s such an all-round super guy.
For Milt McGuire, and may we voice

His title true: “The People’s Choice.”
Page sixteen

of himself.

with a grin;
teach ‘em to swim.”
rule so dear

To some poor struggling engineer.
“Tuff” Brooks will leave his secret ways
Of getting Profs to give him “A’s”.

Miss you when somebody asks
Who’s got some extra shorts.

Df
Me
GRADUATION

Pinciotti will leave a sketch
Joe Mori’ll leave his “kids,”
Says he, “Someone else can
Aponyi bequeaths his slide

Lee Schmidt will give info on how it feels
To be one of U.D.’s senior wheels.
Westerheide will leave his love for gals
To any of his Junior pals.
(Let’s turn to the future—to next year when
We can see what our Seniors are doing then: )
If things go along according to plan
We'll

see Charlotte’s Ben

an old married

man!

And Jane Sullivan’s title won’t be the same
’Tho it will still be an Irish name.

Next year at this time you'll find Jack Jones

A Business Tycoon with a dozen phones.
Connaughton will have no time to fool

He'll be plugging away at Medical School.
Ginny Johnston will be back, I know,

To help paint flats for the Musical Show.

And Bonnie will be dancing each day,
Climbing to fame on the Great White Way.
(Continued

on

Page

22)

Christianity and American Way of Life

cans is a new car and not Christ.
Although we glory in condemning
Russia as atheistic and materialistic, we need only turn on the radio,
read a popular magazine or best-

There is only one remedy for our sick world

seller book, stand on a street corner,

® By Britt STONEBARGER

Chesterton once said, “Christianity has not been tried and found
wanting, it’s never been tried.” Today amid the clash of opposing
ideologies, “isms” if you will, I
think it would be a good idea to
examine that statement.

Many people, prominent and obscure, are now brandishing the banner or truth and righteousness in
holy terror of Communism. “We
must protect our American way of
life against the atheistic hordes,”
they loudly proclaim. “Our entire
civilization hangs precariously in the

balance.”

itself is, “What

do

we

offer

as a positive American way of life?”

Is our philosophy any more satisfying than the Russians’ in the final

analysis? Well, first of all, we gloat
about how superior we are to Communism in the realm of freedom.
While the Russian is free to do only
what the rulers say is good for him,
the American can do what he

pleases. We have complete freedom
of

the

thing

like

this

possible.”

That’s

true . . . theoretically well, maybe
even practically to a certain extent.
But

even

so it still seems a

little

barren. Why should I want to be
a doctor, or an engineer, or a banker? ‘Ilo make more money, to gain
fame, to help my fellow men, to
find happiness? Now that sounds
reasonable enough; everyone has the
goal of personal happiness. But
then is the man whose faith is the
American way of life any happier
than the Commie? Since the superiority of our system is usually
expressed in our greater amount of

freedom and in the success ideal of

But the logical question that presents

or drop in at the nearest bar to discover what God is worshipped in

press,

freedom

of

speech,

freedom of religion, freedom of .. .
ad infinitum. Without denying the
intrinsic goodness of all these rights,
doesn’t it impress you that they
are all negative in application, freedom from interference. Certainly

they are “inalienable rights” and
should be present in any system.
And the fact is that pure Communists claim that all of these will be
present in the perfected Marxian
state to a much greater degree than
a capitalistic controlled country has
or can ever hope for.
“The American way of life,” says

the Fourth of July orator, “is the
chance my son has of being an engi-

neer, a doctor, a banker, or whatever he chooses. Only under our
great system of free enterprise is a

capitalism, let us look for the most

free and the most successful people
in the country. However trite the
comparison may be, it still holds
true that our much-criticized but
even more-emulated colony in Hollywood is a prototype of the farthest
advance of success and freedom
a-la U. S., and in general embodies

the things which the average man
thinks he needs to make him happy
—money, new cars, beautiful women,

gorgeous

clothes,

fine

weather,

etc. But even the most casual observer can hardly fail to notice how
far our gold-filled Hollywooders are
from being contented, well-adjusted,

happy

human

beings. And

if the

divorce rates are to be taken as any
indication of their composure, we
see they are not happy.
But what part does Christianity
play in our Christian civilization?
So far I’ve hardly mentioned Christ
in connection with the western. culture that is supposed to be founded
upon His teachings. And a little
thought brings out the embarrassing truth that the real reason I have
not mentioned Christianity as an
American antidote for Communism

our fair land.

There is however one difference

worth mentioning. Communists
specifically deny a personal God and
enthrone materialism in His place,
while Americans prefer to give lip
service to God and then glibly proceed to ignore Him.

If our touted American way of
life offers no more satisfactory solution to the age-old problems of happiness and peace than the Communists’

formula,

this

leads

us

to

look for another way out. The Man
whose birthday and resurrection we
commercially celebrate has something more satisfying to offer. People are fond of saying so but very
few have actually tried His way. For
the majority He is little more than
a chance to meet one’s friends on
Sunday and for some only on Easter.
They are the type that prompted
one minister to mix satire with his

recent Easter sermon. “I realize,”
he commented, “that I won’t see

many of you again until next Easter,
so I would like to take this opportunity to wish you a Merry Christ-

mas,”

Why haven’t more tried His way
then. The writer in Life, probed that
question in the Easter editorial. He

made the point that the Christian

must of necessity be “God-intoxicated.” No watered down humanitarianism will do. For Christ said
that He is God and that as such
He could neither deceive nor be deceived. In this capacity He went
on very dogmatically to teach us
the how and why of living, finally

setting up a living visible Church to
perpetuate
men of all
know the
means that

His teachings so that
ages and all nations could
truth. His way of life
our every thought, word,

is that Christ has a very small role

and action should be directed to-

in our American way of life. By
and large the God of many Ameri-

wards the final end of man, which
(Continued on Page 24)
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JUST A THOUGHT

make known our appreciation of her
more forcefully. Mothers love flowers and so there is a reason for celebrating a special day in her honor
and this in the month of May when
flowers are at their best. They are
the simplest, yet very effective

Suggested by the spring season
® By Wit1AM

J. KIEFER

means of proving our love for our
As spring near its end there are
three things that have a very pronounced resurrection in every young

heart and mind. These rise up interiorly and exteriorly and before
we know it we are thinking, talking,
and praying over them. It seems so

natural and so much a law of nature, that we might
them for granted.

almost

take

These three things that have their
little Easter days begin with the letter

M.

The

first,

which

starts

off

our thoughts is the month of May.

The

other

two

follow

naturally.

they being thoughts of our mother
and the Mother of God. What

beautiful ideas May gives rise to in
our minds. We

think of trees and

flowers

bloom,

in

full

of

outdoor

sports; of auto rides and many of
these with the fellows and girls
we know. We even think of the
few remaining weeks of school and
then the months after that. All this
comes with the mention of May.
May has a softness about its very
name. Not a softness of what we
call “mush” but a softness that
makes the heart light and gay. A
softness that makes us think of

things to do, things that will give
us joy and jolly laughter. ‘The
month of May makes us feel a sort
of freedom we haven’t felt for ever
so long. May gives us a sort of hope
and joy that will carry us over for
some months with a lot of zest and
eagerness to get out and do something that is not all in books and

classrooms. Above all, these things
come so natural to us that unless
someone brings our attention to the
facts, we would

have never realized

it. But yet the resurrection takes
place just the same and we need

not make any effort to excite it.
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With May comes certain thoughts
of birth and growth, for all around

us the trees shoot forth their buds
and soon leaves and fruit appear.
Under our feet, flowers and other
herbs break through the ground
and produce beauties that only God
can make. With all these rebirths
there comes a thought of our own
birth and the gleeful days when just
a few years ago we were called chil-

dren.

Our

mother

plays

the pre-

dominant role in this thought. We
naturally think of that person, our
mother,

whom

we

love

so

much

with the thoughts of our own birth
and the days when we began to
grow to what we are now. Our
mother is the best friend we have
to rely upon. All the things she has
done for us; all the care and love
she has bestowed on us; and all the

‘wisdom and confidence she has inspired in us makes her stand out in

our minds like the president in his
nation. We know we can _ never
thank her enough, we know it quite
well. All we do now that makes her
proud of us seems so little and selfish to us. Yet our mother is overjoyed when we are in her presence.
She seems well satisfied with her
child no matter how poor he has

done. Yet we wonder how we can

mother.
With the thought of May and
with the thought of our mother,
there comes another thought in the
Catholic heart. That is the special
thought we give the Mother of God.
Again, May makes us think of Mary
because of the coming to life of
things and especially of Christ’s
own resurrection from the tomb on
the third day. For this, was Mary
born. It was her vocation, her life’s
work, to rear the Son of Man in

order that He might
sins and rise again.

die

for our

But there is also another reason
for thinking of Mary during this
time. It is contained in the fact of
Christ’s death and resurrection. As
we think of our mother and our
birth so we think of Mary as a
mother and of our birth, but in the

supernatural. It was on Calvary that
Christ announced that we are children of Mary and she our Mother,
for He said, “Woman. behold thy
son,

Son,

behold

thy

Mother.”

In

what plainer words could He have
revealed this truth to us? We are
sons and daughters of Mary because Christ has willed it and be-

cause Mary by giving birth to Christ
gave at the same time a supernatural

birth to every baptized
Certainly

Christian.

this is a resurrection for

us, for as before we were dead and

in darkness of sin, so on Calvary
and at the tomb we were brought to
life and to the light.

So spring brings with it a new
birth, both in body and soul. All
things prepare us inwardly and outwardly for a new life. We cannot
help thinking and talking about
May and our mother and praying

to Mary our spiritual Mother.

Student Essays...
SPRING’S

TOKENS

Spring is here,
young man gazes

and now as a
absent-mindedly

over his snow-covered

surroundings,

his thoughts fall lightly upon the
subject of love. His hand itches for

same situation. It wasn’t my suggestion to throw rocks at the first
robin the other day, and if the
other guys could throw worth a
darn, it wouldn’t have been my

rock that killed him either.

—J. Davip Bourke

a pencil through which the beauti-

ful thoughts which engulf him can
be transmitted to the grief-ridden

world. From the very depths of his
soul pours forth stanza upon stanza
of the most eloquent and inspired
poetry. He walks as though he were

floating in a medium of air. He
flits about taking in all the fresh
odors of the new season. So sayeth
the poets.

Maybe something’s wrong. I
haven’t even felt the urge to open
the windows wider at night, let
alone to gambol with the frolicsome
lambs in the meadows. It’s not that

I’m trying to disprove the artists’

conceptions of man’s emotion in
the springtime. In fact I’ve even
tried to force myself to follow them,
knowing that these ideas have come
down through the ages and that no
one else has found fault with them.
I’ve tried to let my fancies fall
lightly toward love until I was blue
in

the face,

but

to no avail. Also,

for some reason,

I just can’t seem

to get that feeling of superb
chantment

when

sticks its noggin

the

up

first

en-

crocus

through

the

earth’s crust. I’ve even tried waltzing barefoot through the open
fields, weaving dandelion chains as
I went, but still no inspiration. I’m
afraid that my poetry reeks of nursery rhymes and can hardly hold a

candle to that of Keats and his buddies.

WO
FROM

THE

GROUND

UP

During the second week of school,

looking into my wallet, I decided
that sixty-five dollars a month
wasn’t enough money. After consulting many of my friends about
part-time jobs, I found myself at the
Dayton Power and Light Company
learning to read meters.

I can see myself that first day as
I listened to my employer. “Yes,”
he said, “this is a wonderful job for
a student—no worries, plenty of
fresh air and sunshine, and you are

your own boss.” All of this went in
one ear and

out the other. Work

was work, no matter how

to color it. However, after
of that week-end date and
wallet in my hip pocket, I
against my better judgment
cepted the job.

one tried

thinking
that flat
decided
and ac-

The second day, I went in and
picked up my meter book. Incidentally, part-time workers were
supposed to read these in two days.
It took me a week. Going out into
the sunshine, which was pouring
down in big drops, I started to work.
After beating my brains out, running from one house to another, I
remembered

those

words,

“plenty

of fresh air.”

damp wall and a pile of coal, reading a gas meter. Going on to the
next house, I addressed myself in

the predicate nominative. “Bob,” I
said, “maybe you’re looking at this
job from a pessimistic point of
view; now cheer up!” Popping into

the next house with a broad smile
on my face I started down the cellar steps. The next thing that I
knew, I was lying flat on my back
on the basement floor. Looking up
through the millions of lights buzzing around my head, my dirt-filled
eyes focused on the cellar entrance.
It was now framing the body of the
lady of the house. “Oh, I am so
sorry,” she exclaimed. “My husband
is fixing the stairway and hasn’t put
in the steps yet.” Lord only knows
why she was telling me this. Hadn’t
I just learned this logically? “That’s
all right, lady,” I said, jumping to
my feet because I was losing time
lying on the floor. I ran over to the
electric meter. As

I was doing this,

I almost tore my throbbing head
from my shoulders; I had run right
into a furnace pipe.
After dragging myself from that
house, I went on to complete the
day. Nothing else of interest hap-

pened except that I almost hanged
myself on a low clothesline and
beat my shins to a deep purple on

hidden pipes and lawnmowers. Oh
yes, there was a little matter of a
dog winning an argument as to
whether or not J was going down
into a basement.
But now

all are memories.

I am

working in an office on the fourth

if I am out of step with the rest of

So inhaling
ed by almost
the coal dust
my clogged-up

the world, there are others in the

lungs. I had forgotten my location,

At least I have one consolation. I
have come to the conclusion that

for I was wedged between a cold-

deeply, I was rewardchoking to death on
that filtered through
nostrils into my poor

floor of the Gas and Electric Build-

ing where there’s lots of stale air,
no sunshine, and plenty of bosses
to tell me what to do.

—Rosert E. RicHeson
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LIFE AT

SEA

AND

ABOARD

in

ragged

someone

kimonas

to buy

trying

to

an old

My first day aboard ship was like
being in a new world. As the ship

utensil or worthless article in order
to get money for food. Young and

left the Golden Gate, a feeling of

old unchaste women, some no older

dependency

came

over me—a

de-

pendency upon the ship and crew.
I knew my ship wasn’t the first one
to ever leave the shore, but uncer-

tainty as to whether the ship would
sink as she rolled in the swell of the

sea entered my mind. After a few
hours in the open sea I started to

acquire my “Sea Legs” and things
were going easier for me.
At first, I didn’t think I would
feel the effects of the swaying mo-

tion but in the middle of the first
night as I lay in my bunk, butterflies

started

flying

around

in

my

stomach and yours truly was making

a hundred men into that many
giant size Fuller Brushes in an hour.

get

cooking

The overseas barber was generally
a southern lad who had never had
a haircut before he was drafted.
These “foreigners” made a small
fortune butchering up the boys’

than ten years old, stood on the
corners trying to lure servicemen
into the house for a pack of cigarettes or a candy bar.

hair on troopships and in rest areas
scattered from Tokio to Berlin.

Aside from this nauseating and
deploring condition I met on the
streets, there were some interesting
and educational places to see. Some

One would think that as old as
the trade is, barbers would have ac-

of the Chinese temples were beautiful. There was a national park on
the outskirts of Shanghai that
equaled the beauty of some of our
western parks. The most amusing
pastime was riding in the rickshaws.
My buddy and I took a ride in
them every time we had liberty.

quite to the contrary. They

tracks for the head (that is the lavatory to landlubbers). This initial

It isn’t the most comfortable mode

upset was the only one I experienced

it isn’t every day I can ride in them.

while at sea.

I wouldn’t take a million dollars
for the things I experienced while
at sea and abroad but I wouldn’t

The longest time I went without
seeing land was sixteen days which

was during the trip from San Francisco to China. I never realized
there was so much water and after
not seeing land for over two weeks,
I began to doubt if there was any
land.

One of the things I couldn’t get
accustomed to was the boatswain’s
pipe (the little whistle that is
blown

for

chow,

reveille,

taps,

etc.). The only whistle I knew was
the chow call and that was only because I was hungry about the time
it sounded.

Before the ship dropped anchor
in the Whangpoo

River in Shang-

of transportation there is, but then

give a dime to go through it again.
I’m just glad I’m back in good old
Dayton going to school and having
these experiences only in memory
instead of in reality.
—Nevin W. Porr

M
ARMY BARBERS
The

perpetrators

atrocious

war

crimes

of

the

known

most
to

man

have not been punished. While the
little, small-time

criminals

Goehring and Tojo
maximum penalty
mies of all G.1.’s are
a life of luxury on

such

as

have paid the
these arch-eneevidently living
their ill-gotten

hai, little did I realize the desperate

gains.

situation the poverty stricken Chinese were in. Like other people, I
had read of the country’s condition

These fiends can be classified in
one general group which is called
the army barbers. It may be further
broken down by separating the
“overseas” barbers from the “stateside.”

and had thought I knew how things
there were, and had forgotten about
it. Now, these things of which I
had read were unfolded before me

and it took a while to realize that
it wasn’t a dream. Little street
urchins no older than five or six

As the name implies, the stateside types are those who could be
found in army camp PX’s all over

years old begged for money and
cigarettes from the sailors. Old
women stood on the streets dressed

the

Page twenty

country.

They

specialized

in

thirty-second G.I. haircuts, the kind
that transferred

a company of about

quired good taste and sense in the
manner of hair styles but no, it is
to

take

great

pride

in

seem

producing

some of the most awful haircuts
imaginable.
When we study the conditions
brought about by army barbers it is
easy to see why the war lasted so
long. It was only natural that the
American soldiers wouldn’t come
home until their hair grew out
again. They would rather face the

Nazis

and

wives and
haircuts.

THE

than

face

their

sweethearts

Japs

with

such

—Paut R. JENNINGS
Bon
NATIONAL

GAME

It has often been said that in the
spring a young man’s fancy turns to
thoughts of love. This may well be
true but in my case my thoughts
turn to our grand old national game
of baseball. I am a great major
league baseball fan along with

many other followers of the game.

As early as the month of February
I begin to get that tense, expectant,
feeling that precedes a baseball season and find myself eagerly reading

the sporting page of the newspaper
for news of my favorite team, the
Pittsburgh Pirates. It may seem
strange for a fellow living in Day-

ton where most of the people root
for the Cincinnati Reds to express
a preference for the Pirates. ‘That,
however, is easy to explain. I come
from a town which is only twenty
miles from Pittsburgh and have

been rooting for the Pirates for the
past twelve years so I can’t let the
boys down now.
(Continued on Page 24)

MINPUS
An
we're

announcement
sure,

of great

to all: This

joy,

is the last

issue of the KK. Makes one think
that the term is practically over—
and it is. We’ve not meant to hurt
anyone’s feelings or reputation, and
if we have—we’re honestly sorry as
all get-out. Some of you have done
things of interest to the other students (and you all read about it);
some have, but we didn’t manage to
hear about it. We print what we
can dig up, so if you were left out
of this column, blame your friends.
It wasn’t our fault, be—lieve us!

But on to those who weren’t neglected in this goggleswoggle of gay
gab:

Our sympathy to Norm Schmidt,
who is still, and will be, nursing his

broken tibia and fibula (leg to you)
at Good Samaritan Hospital. He
should
be up and around—on
crutches —if everything goes all
right, in a month or so . . . Good
heavens—there goes Dick Baird—
with a broken nose! UD begins to

look like a practice ground

for a

pre-med practical application school.
Incidentally, someone used three
cents telling us that Dick and _ his
gal from Miami were in the Kittyhawk not long ago . . . Congratulations to Mary Osterfeld on the recovery of her broken wrist. Poor
Mary looked so strained trying to
deal out the bridge hands with one
paw. Glad you're better, anyhoo . .

UTE WAS

Ray Sacksteader seems to have a
hobby—cars, different cars for every
day in the week—well, almost. Anyway, we think it very disgusting that
the policy of “equal distribution”
isn’t taken more sincerely by everyone concerned. ‘They aren’t old cars,
either, hey!

sented him by Jeane Warman was
made up of cigarettes, candy bars,
matches and cough drops on a background of spruce boughs. The couple—but wait a minute—wrong column... Anyway, hurrah for bigger
and better ‘Turnabout Tags .
Agreed?

The Turnabout turned out Wery
Well, didn’t it? (Well, at least we
had fun.) Mary Ann Shaw was
dancing in stocking feet with her
shoes in Bud’s pockets. There went
one pair of good hose . . . And we
had the gals who go for class: Nancy
Boring and Frank Hollenkamp with

New couples might include:
Chuck Brown and Maria Baldasarre
—who were at the dance together,
and have been spotted by various
persons at various times . . . Mary
Van Dyke Brown and Norris Hellwig—we wonder how long we've
missed this? .. . Wanda Ringo and
Joe Buecher make a sweet-neatsome
. . And then there are Vera Siler
and Jimmy Murphy—which makes
for a good deal on both sides.
Agreed? . . . Al Horning is curtently dating Ginny Graham, so

their

buddies,

rented

a_

station

wagon, which was regally decorated
with streamers and signs. Said they
had a circus—and we believe them
. . . Dick Barr won the prize for
the best corsage. His gal spent 18%
hours on it, and may we make a
suggestion? If the girl took that
much time, marry her—right away.
You don’t know what a_ good
woman you have... E. A. “Dixie”
Hamm won't divulge just who his
date was. Which brings us to wonder if he knew... Hmmm. Might

be worth looking into. Zounds‘ . . .
Coleen
known

Meller gave Don a neatest
chatelaine of carnations—

live ones, that is . . . Do

Sizemore

suggested their coming date by join-

ing a bride and groom

on Nicks’

Our favorite rah-rah boy, Joe Higgins, was remarkably happy for the
musical show time to roll around.
He stated quite proudly that he
doesn’t have to buy cigarettes as

long as there are always people to

lapel . . . Patti Justice combined
the sinner with the angel with yellow live flowers—plus a pair of dice
at the top . . . Ray Lemming was
dancing around, sporting a_ vase
(not quite real) with artificial flowers stuck in the top. Gave one quite
a start when first glancing at it...

And

bum from at rehearsals . . . And
then there was Norris Hellwig who
strutted around with the cardboard
frame of the statue bust under his

gratulations to our King of the
Feminine Hearts—Ed Busch. His
escort was Frannie Sloan. The King
wore a suit of brown pin-stripe,

raincoat,

giving him

shoulders. (Zoot!)

quite

broad

which

last but not least—our

went

beautifully

with

con-

his

deep auburn locks. The corsage pre-

our prying spies have told us . .

We just don’t
any more.
Ken

Morrisey,

get around
who

much

is, incident-

ally, dating a U. of C. gal, was
standing, minding his own business
(he says) when—wham —a door of
the closet in the Music Room fell
smack-dab on his lil’ haid. Poor Ken
was thrown for a loss (literally).
Whatsa

matter,

Hank

Petchelt,

love exercise? Heard you preferred
walking to the dorm rather than
tide in your car with Joe Ducey
driving? Why?????
Dick Mee has been seeing quite
a-bit of the non-U. D. gals. Where
are those charms that the fair U. D.
females are known

to possess.

so you slam me... We

OK,

don’t care.

Last time, we sign off. Are we
glad Well, so you are too. Hope
you've enjoyed reading this wheeze-

breeze as much as we've enjoyed
prying into everyone’s business but
our own. Happy vacation and pleasant exams.
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THOSE

GRADUATION

BLUES
WE

(Continued from Page 16)

FIT EVERY MEMBER
OF THE FAMILY

Bob Berner will be famous, too,

Shooting scores of 72!

Nick Engler will be happily
Honeymooning with his “Dee.”

Joan’ll be pining for Steve, I fear,
And he'll be pining for Joanie, here.
So all in all we hate to see
You leave the halls of old U.D.
But here’s a little farewell tune,
“Please come back to see us soon!”
—MAbDELEINE
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UNGER

133 E. STEWART ST.
DISTRIBUTORS

Student Prince and
Heirloom Beers
Telephone

ADams

9290

L.M. PRINCE CO.
Opticians
117

DAYTON

South

Ludlow

=t-

OHIO

“What does it mean when you dream you're downtown

in just your Artemis Jr. slip... and you LOVE it?”
{

Designer-approved

THE
ne

Artemis’ Jr. slips

RIKE-KUMLER
Dayton,

are

exclusive

CO.

at

COMPLIMENTS

_.

OF

CHARLES R. BROWN, 0. D.

Ohio

Compliments

of

Murray Henderson

Compliments

of

with

SIEBLER CLOTHES
23 S. Ludlow

St.

A

Friend

oa

‘--A

BIG

INDUSTRY...

This is a service representative of the telephone company. She
and sister representatives all over the state act as service agents
for Ohio’s million subscribers.
It’s a big business she is in, but her work boils down to interesting, individual contacts. Under her watchful eye and competent
care is a file of subscribers all her own. Their calls are routed to
her telephone where she handles their problems—new service,
changes in old service, disconnections or questions about bills.
She’s naturally friendly, alert, well-poised and tactful. Her pay is high
and increases come rapidly. She is trained thoroughly for her work
and has every chance to advance to higher-paid jobs as her skill increases. Her career attracts many ambitious college girls every year.
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Gh Good lace Le- Wek

And so we can discern a third
party in the world-wide struggle between Communism and western democracy, and that third party is
Christianity, the one that some
don’t want to give a chance to prove

CHRISTIANITY AND THE
AMERICAN WAY OF LIFE

(Continued from Page 17)
is union

with God.

all art, science,

He

meant

business,

and

for
gov-

ernment, to be merely the building
blocks of a mounting pyramid with
God at the apex. A civilization con-

itself.

structed on these lines could rea-

piness and not for a short span of
years but for eternity. As a note

zation, but it takes little reflection

with reservations lightly; the fact
that most men do so take it is the
reason it may fail them.”

If some think it takes courage to
be an atheist it takes more courage

x
STUDENT

to be a Christian. Maybe that’s why
the majority of people take the easy
way—the middle path—moderation
. mediocrity. And then to salve
their consciences and relieve their
strained intellects they subscribe to
the commonest of all drugs, escap-

Many

solutely true. Pascal had the answer
for this many years ago. He said,

“Those who do not love the truth
take as a pretext that it is disputed,
and that a multitude deny it. And

so their error springs from this, that
they do not love either truth or
charity. Thus they are without excuse.” Francis Thompson gave his
answer in one of the most beautiful
of poetic masterpieces, “The Hound
of Heaven.”
So you see Christ was after all
a very disconcerting person. Not the
kindly man who preached a doctrine
of easy tolerance and humanitarianism. You cannot sum up his teach-

ings in the Golden Rule. Just loving your neighbor and leading a
natural life instead of a supernatural
one fall woefully short of fulfilling
His recipe for living. Your main

duty is that of becoming “God-intime

job

of

it, not

a

a Sunday

reverie, for lukewarmness is one of
the things that Christ condemned.
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people tell me that they

began

to

distract

me

with

such statements as “Oh! Look at
that darling hat the girl in the front

row

is

wearing.”

“I

Atsricut,

JR.

OO
PRESENTING

“THE

MISER”

Human nature may not be as
precise and exact as a mathematical
formula but it is just as permanent.
Perhaps it is for this reason that the
really great writings about people
and human nature continue to interest all ages and classes in all
A good case in point is the play,

summer I tried to convert Ann, my
wife, from a football fan to a baseball fan. That was a big mistake.
One sunny afternoon I took Ann
to Forbes Field in Pittsburgh to
see the Pittsburgh Pirates play the
Cincinnati Reds. The game turned
out to be a pitcher’s battle and very
few runs were scored by either team
as the game progressed. Soon she
became bored and said, “Why does
that pitcher take so long to throw
the ball?” “Why does he just stand
there kicking the dirt around and
look at the man with the bat?” I
tried to explain that he had to get
the signal from the catcher in order
to decide upon the next pitch. Then

Ann

M.

“The Miser,” by Moliere, which
will be given May 31 and June 1

ESSAYS

cerned, but I find that they don’t
hold my interest over as long a
period of time as baseball does. Last

ever be sure he knows which is ab-

full

ox

can’t understand why I like baseball better than the more actionpacked games of football and_basketball. I don’t deny that those
games may. be more exciting to
watch as far as fast action is con-

away from yourself, it will only confuse you anyway. There are two
sides to every question and who can

make

—Paut

periods of history.

(Continued from Page 20)

ism. Just don’t think about it, get

must

but

of caution though, I again quote
from Life: “Religion is the most
difficult and radical thing in the
world .. . It is not to be taken up

to see how far many are from this
ideal and how few even attempt to
approach this ideal. How diametrically opposed is our own American
way of life to the basic teaching of
the Man we try to follow?

you

to follow,

that pitcher is very good. He hits
the bat every time.” From now on
I believe I'll let Ann stick to football as I don’t ever believe that
she'll understand the national game.

certainly it is the one that promises
the most rewards in peace and hap-

sonably be called a Christian civili-

toxicated.” And

It is difficult

was the last straw. She said, “Paul,

think

that

woman is wearing a horrid shade of
lipstick, dear.” As I sat there patiently trying to keep my score card
in order she said something that

by the Thespians. Moliere knew
people and he put them in his plays,
but he also knew that people liked
to laugh so he put humor into his
plays too. His use of comic situations and dialogue is still the envy
of playwrights. Some of the humor
was so pointed, in fact, that King
Louis himself had to protect Moliere against certain of the nobility.

“The Miser” is a good explanation
for the reason for such protection.
By now the alert reader will have
guessed that this play being given

by the Thespians might be a good
thing. That is perfectly true. All
who saw the “Song of Bernadette”

remember

the

fine

acting

which

characterized that production. “The
Miser” will continue that tradition.
In addition, the play will be a commencement play coming exactly a
week before commencement exercises. It will also be just before final
exams, so if you want a last laugh
before the trials and tribulations of

finals, be sure not to miss
Miser.”

“The
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